lainer's nune o & §iou note (vbic

tord holus) in urdes (o pay Woley sue vives
and o uvuy Wwilics A Kutr (0 LIdA-
1org's apaiinienis o b w lur the nute,
$earing Patricia approach, Nore aides n au
JONYE toomi,  Daliicia, suspectin® thnh NOTa

* has comie for he nowe, has ei 10
Crawtord's aparinens, Ciaaford denles
that Noia ls Loe Mrs, :‘: -;n:_l \ixl L]
ik heard in Lo anicls dants Ind

!’:e 'x'uuln 2] is hidaen, Mry. !
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No. 4— The Hyper=-Sen=-
sitive Wife.
FFate has

l looped In the

same marita)
traces with a Hy-
per-sensitive Wile
soon discovers that
his bed is fraugnt
with thorns,
may be falr as
Arfadne and pos-

HIEE man whom

with the
of
ut such
surface
(qualities are post-
loneymnon assets
After a ecouple have settled down to
marking time In Harlem tlat, a
Pompton pagoda or a Bronx bungalow,

axing ut
a Lorelei,
purely

ms

S OUwRIS

a

both he and she begin to take sound-
ings.  Thereat the hyper-sensitiveness
i« out.  First she reveals that she
no more sense of humnor than a

N
) B
- d%x ‘_i:}

-’

dramatic critle n his second heat of
throwing the short-weight hammer, Sie
aees a joke on!y in the reflex and

shrinks as i! stung,
You can't joily her out of the duinps,

and whenever you smio to svourzel!
over something Inside aud worlds re-
mote from her sha constders hersel!
the target of some subtie malice or

eruel mascullne brytality.

It Is even dangerous to flatter a wom-
en whose bump of sensiblity or
tiveness s over-developad—[! sne s
your wife. &ha will always look for
» veilel subtlety In the wrong place
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This Noyelization of “Tne Chorus Daisy and  Crawford siood gasing
Laoy’ Vras Macs alt

By Johin Vv, Harding. );’:;fm;
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SINOPSIS Ui
Lan dduuty,
ehgaged 0 1 awis
chivius gily, wuvae LAl
Blmoin Dusifiess,  Maluly tasvs &3
’Ll New Yuliner Laned Ciadiord,
3 Nuise U

W alpeia

atuacied vy
oung:r sister. Pairicla walc
sk Noia, Ty savu e
lures, Patticin laaes et o N

t.nds her & ponlii ws Caulul
Bicets Ciawlul! eouiBly i NeW

gonferses (o Patricla (hat siie bas 14

‘B econ ed a t dauzne
U.bn:n. L Yok with her hua- |
vijory to see them, Hearing xod-

Mg Nora and Crawford, ghe and

a to the apartimeni,

, comes out of the

noer Mallory 18 aghast at
}h:ﬁnm hete th and turns fuiious’y upm

Crawford.
PRESSLY SR
’ - vy
CHAPTER XVIIL.
(Continuad )
1he Climax.

Crawford on his part was beside him-
gelf with exasperation, He had had
more than enough of tne complicated
mess his intrlgue with Nora had stirred

up. ) ) .
“I'm not going to fight with vou," he

satd angrily. not golng to have
my name mixed up tnoa divty geandal
with a lot of rae tra angers on and
chorug gir's.
T've had enousgh lot of
You'll leave my house and at once
of you—every iasi one of vou.”

He moved toward Patsy with the In-
tentlon of driving Nora from the bed-
room and bundling the whole family
out, ®

Patsy dlvined his purpose.

“No, don't do thnt!" she whispered,
quiekly and despalringly seizing his
arm. “Not after all I'vd done. There
won't he any scandal; there won't be
any fight. I'll get rid of them. Leave
it to me."”

Crawford could not but respect her
grl: and devotion. He turned from the
door, and Patsy advanced toward Mal-
lory. -

A Woman's Scorn,

“Why don't you leave us?" she de-
manded coldly. “What do you want me
to do? What more do you want me to
say? [ love this man, He's everything
to me and you're nothin' to me."”

Mallory and her inother gazed at her,
®unned, shocked. by this declaration,

“Bea't sead lookia' at me Uke that—-

'

I3

of G

you,
all

R

n bl impetindly.
ﬁm.mmotuu .4
1

She *

A ROMANCE OF

Crawluid
[

|
|
|

I've had enough of this, !

On the other hand, no subtlaty Is velled
overvthing,

to her, She sees through
but always in the wronz conciision
Just when you feel that you are in-

culting vour friend= and nelghbors and
roasting vour relatives to suit her you
are suddenly overwhelmed with a gale
of sighs and a flood of tears.

Then is the time to get ont your
Herbort Spencer and read of the simple
orzanism of the Yeast-piant. How many
¥ ands are there to-day who would
not relploe it thelr wives ware ag close-

Iy limited in their processes of change
J-~' the Yeast-plang or the red snow
alga!l

Mroand Mrs Yeast-p ant wera Grougit
into Leing, smiled on ecach other and
died. The red snow a'ga lived, blushed
and died,

But by the time the husband of the
Hyper-sensitive  Wife has begun to
gauge the Right Bower of his domestic’
domicile he has advanced to progressive
paranoia or {nciplent paresis.

“I like the way Your sister dresses
har hair,” says John pleasantly to C:i-‘

o
Subtle Malize.

milla He has bheen ihinking this up
all the way from the oflice to the porte
cochera,  Friends and ralatives had
criticised Camilia's sister's hafr most |
uncharitabls Me wi'l make a hit by
giving sister’'s hair a boost, Does he?
He does not

“You are making fun of poor .-\!‘a-'
bella,”" whimpors Camiila, whereupon,
it John is human, he slips softly away |
and kicks his favorite dog off the back
porch. If never the same impulse seizes
him concerning the Hyper-sensitive One
there &8 soma pecullar mellowness
mildness In his make-up.

or
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' The Million Dollar Kid -- -- -- ByR.W.Taylor

GoopBYE ,
I'M GCOING

RASBURY PARK
1 CAN'T STAND/ \bOTﬂER "ME, \\YOUR TRIP \ //
THIS HEATY !/ \_loore ! :

MONK,\
To )
|

HUH' THE

QOODBYE  LOTTIE ,\
HEAT DoESN'T ( 3

| HoPe You ENJOY |

'M GOING To THE
9%EA, SHORE To
ESCAPE THE

HEAT, MR, MonK!

GOODDYE , MRS, MonEY
HOPE YOU MAVE
A Nice ouTING!

HOT

/

NEW YORK 15 Too]

ALL MY FRIENDS ARE A
GUE 9%

CooL RVDE ?

FoR us! /

wm})
'L HAVE A NICE

WisH ] Could GO
WITHA You! 1T's
CERTAINLY HOT !

00,

c )
Prosi

A

voLiem ountil the sound of tie shut-
't the front door by Rogers ap-
them that they had really gone,
Then Patey's tortured heart cou'd bear
and sie burst into tears, A
long drawn ""Oh-0-0!" escaped through
her quivering !ips and she silffened

(] .

14

;and twisted her arms in her suffering.

Crawford was moved by the sight|

:u”u. Semblance of generosity, |
You nee ]

Vo ATANCE A

W peeyetypss Py
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. An't mind about that money | (Published under arrangements
Cvd needn't pay, he sald patroniaingly, G. P. Puinam's Sons, New York and
LRiE 1 seat at the table *' London.)

Lhe lnau s cynieal assumption that e

Wolllan an her  statior t
. her s won ot life
Was a salve the applieation of

I would thers and then lea) all
heart .mmnds. dry all tears, mala
wiung right, was 100 mueh for the girl

§ovady goaded to the verge of Qlsirace

T

NO 17,
Slaying a Giant Moose.

HERE were but two of us, and we

P 1* dasned the tearsa from her were travelling very light, each
m P;:‘”"mh"(‘gh?\:ln(l &nd turned upon | having but one pack pony and the
aanns pay! I needn't pay!" me'sadll!e animal he bestrode, We e

f~).._kx'.1.1;l»(], "l have pajd-yald with  high among the mountains, and foi-

o ‘;":‘!’w Bl ,1;12 "'*' mother's trust, |lowed no regular trafl, .

my lite, That's what }'?Felx:;';(l"‘t‘{"d all | pate one cold afternoon we came out
.1 C ) savy :

A “;‘“',“i}"f I“'Um VOU—vou bessar: |in & high Alpine valley In which tiere
ou pay? No! It's the we ) A ) ! s T

pays-and pays-—-and Nl_‘-'x"' Oman that ' was po sign of any man's having ever

She walked to the bed
flung it open,
‘Come, Nora!"

) she
“You're safe now."

commanded.

room door ang | been before us. Down Its mlddle ran a
clear brook.
thick spruce forest, cove

On each side was a belt of
the lower

ring

ring

“-\'rﬂlr.\l_c'altn. rnr({l, ].'md withont another | flanks of the mountains. Tioe trees
ord the two airls lef . s Tanl

Crawford, w)E\{g had Ylt-‘t#ned to Patsy's | came down In points and .sl lated
scathine rebuke shamefacedly, hent ihr'- !clumps to the brook, the banks of
ward. with his arms on his knees, | which were thus bordered with open
i B thary! apk, b, A8 they passed | g1aq endering the travelling easy
‘ him on thelr way to vhe street | glades, rendering Ung 3

CHAPTER XI1X.
The Father.

JR a time after Mailory had left
him O'Brien “consumed himselt
with patience,” bhut the minutes, |
that seemed to have lengthened into a !
tousand  geconds  eacl, accumulated |
‘,':n'!l his absence, whi*h was to have !
lasted “half an hour, jnst the time to |
bring Mrs. O’'Brien back, had extended |
(considerably over an hour. The old man‘t
could contain himself no longer and|
started after Mallory and his wife.
Meanwhile Crawford had been review-
ing the exciting events that had suc-
jceeded each other so quickly that night
cand almost had eculminated In a dis-
;gnce_rul fight. First theire was Nora,
with ler role of Innocence so cleverly
played, who had been getting money and
presents out of Lim and fooling him,
He was entirely cured of any Infatua-
tion he had felt for her.
Then there was Palsy, who for the
second time had dressed him down, sat |
upon him and rubbed it In by puulng'

him through the dlsagreeable procass
of being shown uY to himself, Finally
there was the low stableman with,
whom he had associated, who had bhul-
lled him and threatened him n-lml

ersonal violence. With Mallory at

cast he woud get even, and at once,

2‘1 {immediate ution o‘s partner-
for asettlement

knew, woul,

ach 'ty oy a2 30 g

| and rap!d.

Soon after starting up this valley we
entered a beaver meadow of consider-

able size. It was covered with lush,
rank grass, and the stream wound
through It rather sluggishly {n long

curves, which were fringed by a thick
growth of dwarfed willows,

In one or two placas [t proadened
into small ponds, bearing a few lily-
pads, Thls meadow had been oIl tramped
up by moose, ‘Trails led hither and
thither through the grass, the willow
twigs were cropped off. and the muddy
banks of the littla black ponds were
indented by hoofmarks.

Tvidently mosat of the lllles had heen
plucked, The footprints were unmis-
takable; a moose's foot I8 longer and
slimmer than a caribou's, while on the
other hand it Is much larger than an
elk's, and a longer oval in shape,

The light was already fading, and of

o
Glove Economy., |

HE long cotton gloves vd',h!
vsueda finish,"

T to which =0/
many women pin their falth
during tha hot weathar, can have
their durabllity greatly increased (f|
a minute plece of cotten wool ls!
stuffed Into the tip of each finger,
Only the smallest quantity of wool
{s required, the object being to pre-
yent the nalls from wearing away
the fabric of the giovés and causing
hoje After & abart seriod of wear,
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Loosevelt’s Hunt
- Told by Himself -:-

0

'courea we did not wish te camp where  brook

we were, because we would then cer- I walked slowly, it heing difficult not
tainly scare the monse. Acconrlingly we to make a noise hy cracking sticks or
puslied up the valley for another mila brushing againgt trees in the gloom, but
nrough an open forest, the ground being the forest was =o open that it favored
tuite free from underbrush and dead me

tmber, and coversd a carpet of When [ reached tiie edge of the beaver

meadow it was light enongh to shoot,

thoughi the front sight still glinmered

at sank nolse-

thick moss, fn which ¢
lesaly,

Then we came (0 anotier heaver Indistinetly. Streaks of cold red showed
meadow, which offered fine feed for that the <un would soon rise

the ponies. On its edge we hastily Befove leaving the shelter of the last
pitehed camp, just at dusk. We toseed spruces [ halted to listen, and almost

Immediately heard 4 curlous splashing
sound from the middle of the meadow,
where the hrook hroadened into sma'l

grove cluse to
tired

down tie packs in a dry
and turned
loose in the meadow, hobbling the little

¢ brook, [ ponies

mare that carried the bell willow-hordered pools.

At dawn I was awake and crawled | I knew at once that a moose was In
out of mv buffalo bag, shivering and ©nhe of thesa pools, wading about and
cawning., My companion still slumbared pulling up the water lilies by seizing
heavily., White frost covered whatever |their slippery stems in his lips, plunging

his head deep under water to do so,
The mooge love to feed in this way in

had been left outside,

The cold was sharp, and [ hurrledly

slipped & pair of stout moccasing on  the hot months, when they spend all
my feet, drew on my gloves and cap, the thme they can in the water, feeding
and started through the ghostly woods or lving down; nor do they aitogether
for the meadow where we had seen ' abandon the habit even when the

the moose slan. The tufts of grass ware
stiff with frost; black ice skimmed the
edges and qulet f the lttle

places of

weather Is s0 cold that lclcles form [n
their shaggy coats
Crouching, I stole nolselessly along

May Manton’s Daily Fashions,

HE blouse that |

C I Y la
made  with a
fancy yoke s

the favorite one of the

sbason, and allows so
many possibi
exercise of
vidual

1t

litles for

the indl
taste that |t |[s
especially well llked by
the woman who plang
her

This

own  wardrobe,

one s made with
@ prettily shaped yoke
which allows excep-

tionally auccessful use
of medallions and in-
sert whila it also
can be made from any
or

can be embroldered or

ail-over material,

treated In any simllar
way that may suggest
iteelf to the ind!vidual,

The quantity of ma-
terial required for the
medium s 3 14
yards 21 or M, 2 1.0
yards 32 or 1 3-4 yards
# Inches wide, with §
yards of

{
8ize

|

"

insertion,
medallions,
Pattern No. 6040 |3

cut in sizeg for a 3,

M, 38 3% and & (neh
Fancy Tucked Blouse—Pattern No. 86040, bust measure,

How Call or send by mall to THE EVENING WORLD MAY
| ™ TON FASHION BUREAU, No 132 Bast Twenty-third street, New
' Obala York. BSend 10 ceats in coln or stampe for each pattern
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!'the adge nf the willow thicket The
stream twisted through it from side to

side In zigzags, 0 that every few rods
I got a gllmpse down a lane of black
water

In a minute | heard a slight splash-
Ing near me;, and on passing the next
point of hushes | saw the shadowy
outline the moose s hindquarters,
standing in a bend of the water, In a
moment he walked onward, disappear-
ng.

[ ran forward a couple of rods and
,then turned In aniong the willows to
reach the brook where !t agaln bent
bark toward me. The splashing in the
water and the rustling of the moose's
body against the trozen twigs drowned
the little noisa made by my moccasined
foet.

1 strode out on the bank at the lower
end of a long narrow pool of water,
dark and half frozen. In this pool,

of

half-wav down and facing me, but a
goore of vards off, stood the mighty
"marsh beast, strange and uncouth in
look as some imonster surviving over

from the Plincene

His vast bulk loomed black and vague
in the din gray dawng his huke ant-
lers siood gharply, columns of
ateam rose from his nostris, For se\v-
eral seconds he fronied me motlonless:
then he Dbegan turn slowly and as
if 1 ad a stff neck.
B \:»'itnl;-! \qnaner way round I fired into
nis shoulder; whereat he reared wnd
hounded on the bank with a great leap,
vanishing In the willows 'i‘hrl?ux':\
thaso I heard him crash \lke a whirl-
then down he
¢

out

10

wind for a dozen rods
fell, and when 1 reaoned the spot 0
nad ceased to struggle. The ball had

gone through his i are,

W oen a moose 8 thus surprised u'!
lose quariers it will often stand and |
guze tor a moment or two and then |
guz

turn stiffly around until headed in the

right direction; once thus headed ari
it starts off with extraordinary speed.
The tlesh of the moose {s very gvod,
though some deem it cudrse. Ulq ‘Lun-
tors, who always lke rich, greasy tood,
fank & moose's nose with a beaver's
1all as the chie! of backwood delica«
cles; personally 1 mever Itked either.
Young moose, when caught, are easlly
ramed, and are very playtui, m-ltgmmg
1o gallop to and fro, &cking, siviking,
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‘&0.4—Hal'd Going Now
! for Touts—But There's '
Been Worse,

| OME lumpy
S heeling  Just
now for the
mzz bovs and the
info Aspinners at
tracks, [ hear.
Soma of ‘em drop
in here of niglits,
mounsing lving
for drams,
hear them
unreel 11 you'd be
elloving there
wasn't two bits In
the Middle Atlan-
(tio States. But the spinach was al-
ways pretty hanl to spear along Tout
Walk, I know, hecause once [ was thers
with a harpoon and a stingaree's tall at
| the tracks myself, and about all 1 got
was the Swaboda movement.

ones

ind to

CLARENCE L CULLEN

Nevor handed myself so much exer-
olga bofore or since. Trouble was they
all knew all about it. Ilven when I

was trying to make the buzz thing tear
me off a bunk and cakes, every having
hand with jimson weed {n his ears
thought he had Eddie Burke looking
lika & blanket swingen attached
[to a busted stable when i came to
[ knowing which four-year-old malden
waa going to cop in an esghtesn-horse
fleld

| Ona

dinge

before the firat run-off [
. gummed to apideryv-laoking hasher
| that I'd piped counting his little roll

| of X-papes on the train to the track
\

day
4 a

/

By Clarence L. Cullen,

Author of “Tales of Ex-Tanks."

“Hey, there! Stop bulging out that m.._r
or you'll burst,' says he to me. “The
first thing vou know you'll have a case
of corrugated chart, and then {t'll be
vou for a shoe clerk’s job. You want to
sllp me a babeskv in this one, hey?-
Sy, Arehle, vou cauldn't hind me one
10 the red board was down on it and the
thing was bhack in the shed munching
carrots,  Nohody on this swamp could
poke me a pony for to play if it had
copped at 8§ to 1 last Thursday week and
the kale T had-on it was now being
tooled off the grounds in planola moving
waeong, Sav. Charley, If vou had one
naned Plpeville that was backed hy the
(Mearing - House  Avsociation, and you
€ays to me, savs vau''-——

Uh-huli. That was all T heard of (t,
T staked myself to a half-dime's worth
of figs on a stick and went out on the
grass to cool out and peek around for & -
lkeller smudge. Peering around to ses
what might be coming off in the way
of Kokomo sifters before the second
sprint, T niped a dumpy little cigaroat-
eater. who looked dke one of those
hatham Square dud-shack dummies—
ninkie-winkle cheeks. little dolly sliver of
A tallowy mustache, flaxy hemp plase
tered down under his top gear.

“Now, walt one minute and don'g
squeak da-da or mam-ma when I pinch

vou, Buck." says I to that one, taking
him by the fin gently, *“but hark ve
untuh muf until T have unspun this

eoll, which Is going to send you hack
to vour humble home with mora of tha
gaffron papes than yeu ever saw in a
man-o'-war's man's mitt on his first day
ashore

Hush-sh!
and all

after a three-year cruise,
I'm here with the huylerinos
you've got to do I8 to toss

e

|
W

Zll
Y 'ng'\"?@ DTV A

He didn't look to me as I he knew the!
differenca hetween a racing saddla and
a eaddle of Southdown mutton, and, see-
tnz him twiddling over his little bank-
wad llke that, I felt some sorry for him,
Ior, savs I to myseif, ‘““The way that
poor gob'll get bumbled by the eat-'em-
allve cush-chewers he'll run Into makes
me unhappy—unless I beat 'em to At
When, at the track, [ slipged along-
side him and pulled the nudge, he was
resting against a ring stanohlon with

his miltta (n hls nankeens, gazing sort
of sad at the rafters, like somebody !
wondering what the instalment man
was golng to say on next come-over
day.

“Bo,” says I, "flag that worrying.
Thera isn't anything In thls game

worth worrying about, TIt's only a case
of trudging up to these moneyed peo-
ple you see with satchels, whis-
pering the name of something right to
vem. and about ten minutes later whigk-
ing back and taking a couple o pounds
of the 17. 8 -stamped kert!sh away from
them. And that's how I'm going to rig
it for vou right now, Tucked away
beneath the perspiration band of the lid
which you now see me wearing [ have
the monaker and mess number of a
thing {n this first ¢print that could hop
on his hind legs only and beat any-
thing on the Long Tsland Rallroad from
hare to Cireat Neck by four days, I can
gea that vou're some chalky around the
this thing Roseben that's
but, this one of

the

sars about
In g0,
mine"
That's as far as T go* with that. The
I'd pickad up for a toss-up- |

tha messmate,

mush that
| a-nickel guesser had been staking me
;tn the dead catfish lamp ever sincs 1'd
!b"xun the breeze on him, and now he
pushed his end of It at me out of the
southeast corner of his face,

| house

| years before—and ine

[

i
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“Say, Here's a Nickel!"

vour jowlle:s back when [ pass vou the
slgnal, This thing about to be run is
calied a fumping race, Now, pa!, just
because you have a wistful eye, look-
Ing on the noonday sky, I'm going to
slip you the name of a jumper In this
thing that can make that cow that
jumped over the moon look llke A
barnacly glued to the bottom of a dis-
mintled ship In the Erle Basin, It
this one that I'm"-—

And that's as far as I whirled with
that one, too. 'The doille-eyed gum
with the pinkie-winkia jowls twisted
around on me just at that stage of st
and with the hoarse pipes of & barrel-
barkeen handing the go-away
rumbly to a4 bun. sleeping In & saw-
dusted corner s=ays he to me:

“Bub, you can't sell me no curs for
warts on the mitts, becauss I ain't got
none. And I ain't buyln' no two-bit
chances on gingham sun bonnets, either,
Bay, here's a nickel. Go stake yoursell
to some pepsin gum and see i you
can't loosen yup them pipes-you're
hoarse, In some o' them brands o
gum you'll find a little sllp o' paper
that tells your fortune, &nd maybe
vou'll draw one that'll git you some-
thing. I uged to play that gum dope alt
thres ways myself, But say, buddy,
when you was playin' pinny-pinny-
poppy-show and runnin’ around your
blo-k wit’" a paper pinwheel held out
ag'in the breeze, | was ridin’ steaple-
chase hawsses, and any time, nowa-

', 1 fall f'vr a stack o' coal gas

@

Uh-huh, That's who {t was—the
swellerino timber-topper of 'em all ten
trving to bhack
something into him about a jumping
race aud leave it there.

Ye-eh, I'm not doubting that the going
for the buzz boys is some to the cloddy
now. But wasa't |t always that way?
Ask me, I'm absent without leave
about.a lot of things, hut I'm in the
neighborhood  with  memories of that
L3
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Do Not Give Him Up.

putting and pecasionaly making "N-, ‘ T \
tesque faces. As they grow old tiaey | Dear Belty: ;
are apt to hecome dangerous, and oven | MET a voung man three weeks ago|
nelr “play akes 11008 0.4 IS0 m”.k: who is three vears my senor He
L ! 1o to care - mie, judging from|
En-!np jumbermen 1 knew on the seened are for me, Judging ‘

once captured a

. ook, In Maine,
Aroostoo it In & pen of

young moose and put

LORS ; !
another, somewhat smaller, and put It
in the same pen, thinging the first

would be grateful at having a comparn-
fon. But if it was It dissembled its
feallngs, it promptly fell on the

for ‘
unfortunate newcomer and Killed It be-
cued.

fore it could be res

&

A Deliclous Icing,

}P with a half cup of water, lat it
boil without setirring until 1|
spins a heavy thread

Beat very stiff the white of ona
egg and Into it pour slowly the hot
sugar. L.et the syrup cool a little be. |
fore putting it In the egg or it wil
cook it. Beat steadlly until the lelng
{s smooth and creamy.

Just before it is too cold to stir
longer 8dd one ounce each of can.
L““ cherries, chopped citron, candled
~ineapple ead diagehsd almovde

UT on a cup of granulated sugar

A few davs Yn(er they captured

the attenilons he pald me. He has dls-
appointed me in our lakt two engage-
ments, but Informing me previously he!
would be unable to call and gave me)
sufficlent reasons, Shall I continue hie|
{riendship nott 1 meet him quite|
nftan on my way home from buginess.;
!\wWould it ba proper for me to speak to
I nim? 1 only care for him in a friendly

|

or

| way, but don’t care to lose my friends.|

R. A. F 8

As tha voung man let yorf know
previcusly that he would be unabla to|
keep the engagements, 1 do not tnink|

vou have an excuse to glve up his
friendship. Speak to him when voug
meet, but do not Invite him to call

"t

agaln untl he asks vou himself,

» ) I
A Capricious Gir!, |

; Dear Betty:
AM twenty-four and am engaged (o
a very pretty girl of about nineteen.

ng young men she could ‘have had on'y
me, [ am had
meana,

hn X -
for considered rather
woking
Offtin

i a
call and

sha

considerable
gets angry for no cause
he told me rousin came to
Insisted npon Kkissing her and
consented, the {mpression
that it was proper for cousins to kiss,
Please adviee me what todo, I. 8, R.

The young lady Is treating you very
badly. Ask her frankly {f she loves
you or not and tell her If she does you
think she should treat you more kind-

ly. It Is pertectly proper for cousina
to klas at meeting or parting, but not
herwige.

Tapo Men and a Girl,

Dear Batty:

s

1 8 er

under

| | MET a young lady and am deeply In
love with her., | met her at a
party where she was with the man

[ with whom sha Is keeping company, She

danced with me four times and gremed
to ke ma & lot, Would it be right for
me to pay her atteations? C.
It the young lady !'s not engaged to
the young man you have as much
right as he to pay her attention, for

I love her more &han Worda can eX-| . 000 o prefersnce for you at the

press. 1 trest her as well as sny girl

ot i s SO
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